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** For by Him were all things created, that are 
in heaven, and that are in earth, visible and in- 
visible, whether they be thrones, or dominions, or 
principalities, or powers : all things were created 
by Him and for Him/' 

— C<>/.,f.,/6 

'* Vast formless things 
That shift the scenery to and ^o/' 

—Edgar Allan Poe 

" These gods are visions of the eternal attri- 
butes, or divine names, which, when erected into 
gods, become destructive to humanity." 

^Blake (Illustrated CtMogiu of Picturts, ISOff) 



Dominions of the 
Boundary 



THE SURVIVAL OF THE 
GODS. 

TWILIGHT— 

THE gods of Nature abdicate 
When man intrudes too far : 
The Dryad leaves her woodland state, 
And Jove his thunder-car : 

No more Apollo reins the sun 

Nor Neptune rides the sea, 
The race of Oread is nm, 

And Pan has ceased to be : 

The formless Winds are roaming through 

Druidic grove and vale: 
Deserted Asgard and Mem 

For Thor and Indra wail : 
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Majestic Forms oblivion 'scape 
As kelpie, sylph and gnome, 

Astarte hides in gentler shape, 
And Vestals hearthless roam : 

Thrones, Dominions, Virtues, Powers, 
Fall from Their Mystic Tree, 

And sacrilegious Time devours 
Each Principality. 



SCEPTIC— 

Whatever dramas of the Vast 

About our drama play. 
Or necromancies from the past 

Project their gloom to-day. 

We seem to hear the Uncreate 
Slowly let this be known- 

That man has fashioned all his fate 
And stands, on earth, alone : 

That all he needs was in him stored. 

Material and plan ; 
That ne'er was deity adored 

But first was made by man. 
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THE ABIDING GODS— 

But the* we mumble sceptic saw, 
Or sweet old prayers forget ; 

And tho' we dream of Higher Law, 
The gods are living yet : 

For they who will no Monitor, 

Save One Unnamed, allow, 
Allegiance deep to Love or War, 

Or Chance or Wind avow : 

Avow by no mere cult of names, 

No pattering of creeds, 
But by the sacrificial flames 

Of lifelong thoughts and deeds. 

When mediaeval hurricane 

The gods in exile drove, 
" Thrice-greatest ** Hermes and his train 

Usurped the seats of Jove : 

Where still their Wisdom rules the spheres 

Of yet uncharted Law, 
By building in our nerves the fears 

Our sires in Nature saw : 

In other garments everywhere, 

Behold, the prophetess, 
Clairaudient interpreter, 

Clairvoyant Pythoness! 
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Suburban Delphis for the rich, 
The Gnosis for the staid ! 

Perennial by the road, 'the witch 
Of Endor plies her trade ! 



MYSTIC— 

All is not daylight in the day, 
Nor knowledge in the known ; 

The life we are, the prayer we pray, 
From deep, to deep, is blown. 

Though Reason claim omniscient worth 
And lush her dogmas thrive : 

Our present home is more than earth, 
Our senses more than five. 

And the mystic who sees the star-folk 
throng, 

Where we but the noonday blue, 
Knows no religion yet was wrong 

And never a myth untrue. 

The wrong road now was the old high way 

Of young Truth's caravan ; 
To-morrow is not to-day, to-day. 

Nor the baby yet a man. 



The Survival of the Gods 

Though mountain watchmen daily see 

Horizons widen far, 
Dominions of the Boundary 

Have ever ruled, -and are. 



HERACLEITIC— 

The lines of godhood all converge 

At last to unity : 
And the images of all emerge 

From every god we see. 

So Hermes here and Venus there 

Are Memory, are Fate; 
And all are Winds ; and the Sirens fair 

Mute in the Wisdoms wait. 

All life is a stream and mortals stand 
On a heaving and passing earth : 

And the land of gods is a changing land 
As the land that gave it birth. 

Life is a stream : through a gorge we go 
Tween a deep and a living deep: 

Form is the gorge, and change is the flow, 
And the source and the mouth are sleep. 
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HISTORIC— 

Torrential barbarisms need 

Charioteers of Pain : 
And wise gods sleep when men recede 

To callow youth again. 

But in that age-long sleep have waned 

A myriad gods, or fled : 
Olympic altars are disdained 

And Gnostic Wisdom dead. 

For what to Vandals or to Huns, 
When Rome's red lips were ripe. 

Were calm Hellenic Shining Ones, 
Or Gnostic Archetype? 

Yet Time matured to mellow wine 

The Roman-Gothic must, 
For Mercy and a Maid Divine 

Subdued the hate and lust : 

Till Hedonist and Stoic hold 

Antique debates anew : 
And hither return the Virtues old, 

(Alas! and old vice too!) 

Marooned no more, we sail the sea, 
Ere sad gods were, we knew : 

And from Platonic prows decree — 
" The gods are Me, are You !" 
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OMNI-BENEVOLENCE— 

Yet, shaping slowly through the storm 
And bidding darkness fade, 

Evolving eyes discern a Form 
No clay-creator made: 

A Symbol Form that mirrors ours, 

That is, yet is not we, 
That seems to hint of Higher Powers 

Than Fate or Memory: 

That takes the image as we gaze 
Of the Holiest Ones that were : 

For here It looks from Jesus' face, 
And from Mohammed's, there : 

'Tis Moses, yea, 'tis Krishna's form; 

'Tis fire, 'tis star, 'tis sun : 
A myriad now Its faces swarm. 

Now, All and It are One : 

The Chinese " Way " one watcher sees, 
And one a Brooding Dove, 

One Baldur, Buddh or Socrates — 
But always It is Love. 
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FATE- 

The wreaths of glory rot at last 

On the hero's mined fane ; 
And the die of every god is cast ; 

But I fore'er remain. 

No mortal my allowed decree. 

Nor god, may set aside: 
I am Pilate : that is Calvary, 

With Mercy crucified ! 

As day succumbs to evening's spell 

So mine entrances men ; 
E'en Hope is but a young gazelle 

That lures you to my den. 

Up spiral stairs the skylarks trace 
You climb toward the stars; 

But, ere the cobalt landing, face 
My adamantine bars: 

On petrel wing across the deep 
Of I>eath, your thought elate 

Adventures, back anon to creep 
From the fog-vedettes of Fate. 

In " bush "-lore primed, you seek the track 
Where the nugget- fairies wait ; 

Lost in the night, you circle back 
In the circles that are Fate. 



Pate 

My priests, however called, are they 
Whose dogmas would control 

The Reason on its comet way, 
The orbits of the soul : 

Apprentice Frankensteins or skilled, 
Who in Nature's cavern-source 

Leviathans from Matter build 
And Behemoths from Force ; 

And on these monsters of the Dark, 

Rudderless save for me, 
Would lure the voyaging soul embark 

And sail for Nullity. 

Ah ! but you say that woman's love 

Delivers from my land ! 
Nay, she is but a dainty glove 

Upon my wizard hand : 

You leave for her your abbey cell, 

Your duty's rugged hill, 
To faint amid the asphodel. 

And carry out my will. 

In many incarnations born, 

O'er every clime I sway — 
Predestination, Moirai, Norn, 

Heredity to-day : 
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And geomancer of the ground, 

Chaldean of the stars, 
Augustine, Calvin, and Mahound — 

All are my Avatars. 

Yet he, whose Isis-lighted eyes 
Can see the " Threefold Way," 

In every soul a Power descries 
Whom even I obey : 

For on Iter, Ater, Via, hath 
Each mortal man to plod — 

The Way of Law, the Darker Path, 
The Via unto God : 

Long Iter's Law is " eye for eye " ; 

I weigh its pang, reward : 
Of all the dooms of Ater, I, 

Relentless, am the lord : 

But they alone, whose Will to Love 
From Will to Live is free. 

Serene on Via rise above 
The Law, the Dark, and Me. 
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WINDS- 

We are the Powers who guide afar 

All racial life till death : 
Desuetude and Progress are 

Vibrations of our breath. 

Religions wax or wither away 

As we move to or fro : 
The waves of Empire East to-day, 

To-morrow West we blow. 

O'er all the surge of life we range, 

And roughen all the ponds, 
For life is the realm of Wizard Change, 

And the Winds are his wands. 

Here, Art from softening Forms that grieve 

Her spirit, we release; 
There, flattering stately Fashion, leave 

Her pregnant with Caprice. 

Faith's dewy Yea, Doubt's frosty Nay, 
We pearl or blacken the grass, 

Perfume or harden, confirm, gainsay 
The road or the creed we pass. 

Out of Content's iEolian cave 
Our Innovations roar ; 
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And Peace is but the silent nave 
Of the wheeling wind of war. 



Yea, we are Causes Undiscerned, 

And rule implacable 
Till man our Secrets slow has learned^ 

And binds us to his will. 

As there is light above, below 

The tallies of your brains, 
So ye are deaf to us who blow 

In cosmic hurricanes. 

In silence listen, there they pass 

Laden with weal and woe, 
And men are only blades of grass 

The Winds wave to and fro. 

Ye do not feel them ? Ah, but look 

O'er meadowed history. 
With not a race, a man, a book. 

From their caprices free : 

Ye spring to life, the weak, the great. 

The singer and his song. 
When lo! a Wind that seems a Fate 

Besoms them all along. 



Winds 13 

And men ye call the proud, the stark, 

Were gentle souls like you, 
Some demon-wind deformed to mark 

The ruin where he blew. 

Yea, sexes are Winds from lands unknown 
That meet for a moment when 

Their lone paths cross — ^mayhap, to be 
blown 
Apart for ever again ! 

And aptly focused eyes may view 

Beneath all heavens pass 
The Wind of Woman bearing dew 

For withering human grass ! 

Behold ! where all the clouds are whirled 

Face-freighted, there it goes 
With all the women in the world, 

The sweetest wind that blows ! 



He who stands on the cliff o'er Time 
And looks on the Life below 

Sees surging from islet clime to clime 
The wind-tossed currents go : 

Each wave is a generation knit 
To the next and the next afar : 
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In the cradle troughs the children sit, 
On the crests the lovers are : 

'Tis we who mark the billows off. 
And their living sailors chase 

Through foaming crest and happy trough 
Away to the rim of Space. 



VULCAN. 

I roused the centuries from sleep, 
And spurred the human mind 

At nature's plays again to peep 
And her cyphers' secrets find. 

Invention, Industry, Unrest, 

The Spirit of your age — 
I bring all standards to the test, 

All formulas re-gauge. 

I am the Strife that upward cleaves 
Out of the gloom and slime: 

The chained Divinity that grieves 
Behind the brows of Crime. 

I built the soul, with nerve-meshed clay, 

Its stately temple-home : 
I shape within your hearts to-day 

The Man that is to come. 
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I churned the Void to foaming Life, 

And Beauty hither drew: 
For Venus, Will to Love, is wife 

Of Vulcan, Will to Do. 

The saplings of my ancient power 

In modem forests shoot : 
The lever is my cultus-flower, 

The engine is its fruit. 

Yea, I am Labour, scorned, and hurled 
From the ruling gods' abodes — 

Lame Labour, builder of the world, 
And haggard with its loads. 

Tho', when I pass Olympic courts. 
The Lights and Loves may peer 

A moment at me 'mid their sports 
To patronise or jeer, 

Without my compasses to mark 

The Chaos into Space, 
Oblivion into Time, these stark 

Titans had whelmed their race. 

And what were teeming man, forlorn 

On niggard Nature's plain. 
Without the harnessed dragons bom 

Of my mechanic brain? 
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While telescopes of Faith refract 

With opalescent blur 
The nebulosities of fact 

That 'yond Creation stir, 

My scientific devotees 

Behold the will of God 
Adumbrate from analyses 

Of daily sun or sod : 

They hear Him in my belted wheels 
That the world's burden draw : 

And every thunderstorm conceals 
The Tables of His Law. 

In caverns 'neath Emotion's seas 
And normal Reason's soil, 

My hypnotising Cyclopes 
And black magicians toil : 

On piles of fixed ideas, fast 

In mud of broken creed, 
They raise from salvage of the Past 

Delusions that you need. 

The sage who 'neath dead matter's hush 
The Will to Live heard roar, 

Was Moses of my Burning Bush, 
Mohammed of my lore. 
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When They Who tend the human race 

Saw &t to nurse its youth 
In sheltered caves of Time and Space 

Screened from the blaze of Truth, 

Into chaotic illusions They 

My struggling body hurled, 
And out of the warring fire and clay 

Slowly fashioned the world : 

For I am Force, the life innate 

Of muscle, machine and cell : 
And when my struggles conquer Fate, 

The world shall end as well : 

In every throb of Force, I strain 
And shake some hot limb free: 

And the Dove of Rest shall brood again 
When They deliver me. 



EARTH. 

Trustee of all forgotten gold, 
And womb of germs ignored. 

The wastage of the past I hold, 
A wiser Future's hoard 
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Prenatal love, instinctive strife, 

As I command, obey ; 
I roll in the Amazons of life 

You call the dead, the clay. 

I speak in thunders for your needs, 
Or on the long shores moan : 

I whisper through the river reeds, 
And on wattle-waft am blown. 

And I girdle all the ranges blue 
And mantle green the sod 

To coax my little people to 
Their daily walks with God. 

The land is but a sleeping foam 

On my abysmal main. 
Where earthquake salamanders roam 

And Titan ethers strain. 

My rebel hoydens of the seas 

I ceaseless importune 
With arms of clinging gravities 

From the glamour of the moon. 

The sanctions aboriginal. 
Taboo and wizard's fear, 

Aversion and its ritual 

Of frown and " cut " and sneer, 
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Arc quaint survivals of the rule, 

Ere Gods of Love had birth, 
I held alike o'er sage and fool 

In the infancy of earth. 

Through life's routine I secret plod : 

O'er Use and Wont I sway : 
I am the Past, a present god. 

Whom all but Will obey : 

Yea, even Will, if reckless he 

Or negligent, I tame ; 
And I bridle Greed, Impurity, 

With the reddened bit of Shame. 

Great Love and Juno work with me : 

Triune we rule o'er birth ; 
Nay, Siren, Wind and Memory 

Are Spirits of the Earth. 

Each other god pursues his way. 

Nor do we interfere 
Till ye who worship disobey 

The ground-laws of our sphere : 

Then, merged in one, we ply the whip 

Of animality, 
Let the caged passions slip. 

And bid ideals flee, 
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Till, spite of Censors Who would hush 

The dramas of re-birth, 
Through your delighted pulses rush 

The lavas of the Earth. 



THE SIRENS. 

Soul-surfeited with witchery 
Voluptuous Circe brewed. 

And doomed for weary years to be 
Calypso's amorous food, 

Self-shorn of all initiative, 
Distraught Ulysses slights 

The rosy islands where we live 
In sensuous delights. 

But common sailors free of limb 
And ears unbound confess 

The magic of the Sirens' hymn, 
The call of their caress. 

(And common sailors 'tis who land 

The cargoes due to life. 
Not nymph-obsessed Ulysses and 

His solitary wife.) 
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We have our place in Dut/s bowers^ 

Our noble functions too ; 
We bow before the Higher Powers 

That rule the gods and you : 

We sing to rescue mortals who, 

Unmanned by gold or strife 
Or mystic terrors, will not do 

Their ordered chare in life: 

Who shun the State, forsake the home, 

Elude the lover's tolls. 
Content on selfish quests to roam. 

Or fey about their souls : 

'Tis well for earth, yea, heaven's sake, 
That there are times when they, 

Overbearing our enchantment, wake 
And the laws of life obey. 

Lust dwells in Silence as in flesh 

As he who scorned us owned. 
When caught in still Calypso's mesh 

For fatherland he moaned : 

And he, before he heard our song, 
Had, on the wan-wombed bride 

Who drugged his crew to a swinish throng. 
Begot a parricide. 
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Though all the roads of life you see 
Converge to a graveyard pit, 

Yet neither you nor Love nor we 
That grim mirage admit. 

Love's chord has notes of death and fear, 
But men are more than skulls : 

And we who bring your children here — 
Are we malignant trulls ? 

To those who would nor soar nor fall 

Some song of ours will be 
The sweetest yet the sanest call 

In the common Odyssey. 

Howe'er ascetic picture or 

Misogynist belie, 
We are all the spell of woman for 

The normal ear and eye. 

Yea, he who looks may clearly trace 

Behind the Sirens' charms 
The radiant mothers of the race 

With babies in their arms. 
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VENUS GENETRIX. 

Wherever beats the pulse of life 

In rushing Cosmos' plan, 
I am the mother and the wife 

Of every god and man. 

I am the Spring that maketh young 
The Winter-wrinkled Earth : 

The purfled veil of Nature hung 
O'er mysteries of Birth. 

I hide in Coquetry's caress, 

Beneath Seduction's cape, 
Nay, where dishevelled prizes bless 

The reckless suits of rape. 

Infertile sin alone I shun 
And barren joy, nor worse 

On sybarite unclean than nun 
Falls withering my curse. 

When colour-pride or jealousy 
Would Cosmic Law control, 

I as your outcast women fly 
The banned ones to console. 

*' Increase and multiply !" They writ 
Who bade me to your race : 

I am Universal Woman, fit 
For virile man's embrace. 
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The Fruit of Knowledge I reveal 
To him who dares to know: 

The heads of barrenness my heel 
Bruises, where'er I go. 



JUNO. 

My fences school the vagrant tilth 

Of universal life ; 
I slow evolve from tribal filth 

The family, the wife. 

To house migrating souls, I slip 
'Neath thoughtless Beauty's vest 

Maternal love, the cradling hip, 
The fountains of the breast. 

I teach the mother how to die 
To yield or guard my gift ; 

And urge on wealth and poverty 
The seemly ways of thrift. 

My patient devotees forego 
The present joys of earth, 

On future sailors to bestow 
Unruffled Ports of Birth. 



Juno ^5 

They stopped the rivulets of waste, 

And stored the fruits of toil 
That with the home and hamlet graced 

The solitary soil ; 

For all that Comfort's arts extort 

From Nature's treasure-chest 
Is but to soften or support 

The baby Future's nest 

I am arbiter of kingdoms, and 

Am Birth's benignant Fate ; 
The State upon the Home I planned — 

Yea, for it built the State. 

Mine are the statutes that secure 

The feeble from the strong ; 
Taboo from Lust the immature 

Who overhear his song ; 

And slip the thong that leashes Death 

To guard the flying prey, 
When reckless Passion, out of breath. 

His goddess would obey. 

Though prone to favour rites unbanned. 
When Birth's great word is said, 

O'er lawful couch alike I stand 
And simple Nature's bed. 
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Lest young incautious Pleasure dry 

The springs of vital force, 
I dam back strenuous Liberty 

For aeons from his course ; 

Thus, though your wisdom may be great 
Your statesmanship sublime. 

Your thought of God immaculate, 
Your post in the van of Time, 

I vitalise reaction crude, 

If chance of birth it aid. 
And national decrepitude, 

If but I am obeyed : 

And superstitions wan that give 

Me baby-tributes will 
All sterile cults of Truth outlive 

While I retain my skill ; 

Though childless Genius look down 

On gravid Ignorance, 
Imperial Rome regrets my frown. 

And fears it brilliant France 

When Lust and Comfort form a league 

My tributes to evade. 
Nor stop the blasphemous intrigue 

Till Nature grows afraid, 



Juno 27 

Winged by the Higher Power, I fly 
Through every land on Earth 

To re-proclaim the Mystery 
And Sacrament of Birth: 

New fears into their nerves I call. 

Who use the rite unclean ; 
I open fissures in the wall 

That parts the hid and seen, 

Whence issue wan forebodings fit 

To warn the neophytes. 
And whence uncanny ailments flit 

And eerie meteor-lights : 

The purest priestess of their cults 

I whelmed in secret lore, 
To minimise the dread results 

Her noble folly bore. 

To teach her Intellect may lie 

And Liberty be base, 
When the Fruits of their Philosophy 

Are a psychopathic race 

I stir religions to explore 

Neglected garrets through: 
To read prophetic glyphs of yore 

With applications new: 
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To preach " increase and multiply/* 
To hint of Sodom's rain, 

To re-define adultery, 
And expound " The Beast " again. 

I build for flotsam of distress 
Birth-arks, with sweet love's purse ; 

Give talismans of cleanliness 
To surgeon and to nurse; 

And taught the chemist how to find 
The moly that would ease 

The pang that Nature's code unkind 
For yeaning dame decrees. 

« « « « 

Whate'er religion Higher Power 
Bids growing man obey, 

The Silent Juno guards the bower 
Of Motherhood for aye. 



MNEMOSYNE. 

I store to-day's uneaten crops 
To eke to-morrow's dearth : 

No wizened apple useless drops 
While I patrol the earth. 
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Facts, full or meagre, I arrange 

For simple or for wise ; 
And though I am the Past, I change. 

As keener grow your eyes. 

The Muses' Mother, fair they grew, 

Adept in every lore. 
From milky wisdom long they drew 

From my great bosom's store. 

Yea, things forgotten, 'yond the scope 

Of man or Muse, when key 
Of Hermes stirs their slumber, ope 

Their startled eyes on me. 

So, when the hypnotist persuades 

Your sleeping self cognise 
The inner drama that evades 

Your ordinary eyes : 

Or when the " medium " mistakes 

For hymn of alien spheres 
Some long-forgotten song that wakes 

His dormant inner ears : 

Or when hysteric maiden sees, 

With eyes that dramatise 
Her warm forbidden memories, 

A lover that she flies : 
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Yea, when exalted prophets, warmed 
By the inner altar's glow, 

A present god discover, formed 
Of all the good they know ; 

Both subject, medium and maid. 

And glorious prophet see 
Hermetic treasure-chambers rayed 

By weird Mnemosyne. 

Tradition in her sibyl cave 

Allotting honour, shame, 
And ruling you from birth to grave, 

Is greater than a name : 

She is a Throne apart from man, 

A Principality, 
Around, within him, to bless, to ban. 

She is Mnemosyne. 

All men had perfect faith in me 
Ere alphabets were known; 

All legend, folk-lore, minstrelsy, 
Were voices of my own : 

I poured the rivers of my tales 
In the old cascades of song 

Whose echoes to your modern vales 
From their far headlands throng. 
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I send my daughters to disclose 

The tragedy, the mirth, 
And the forms majestic that repose 

In the memories of earth : 

And bring to man the visions he 

Walked with or revered, 
Uncabined by mortality, 

Ere heaven disappeared. 

The vivid dramas of your deeds 

Pulsating I rehearse 
To every audience that heeds 

Throughout the universe: 

I shall ride the rays that are the ghosts 
Of sun and moon long dead, 

And carry the news to Time's last posts 
Of all ye thought and said. 

The selvage of Infinity 

My cameos adorn ; 
To the Judgpnent Hall that is to be 

My deathless leaves are borne : 

And, writ by Titan on a star, 

On atom by an elf. 
Their annotated margins are 

The Book of Life itself. 
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HERMES. 

I share to-day the Reason's throne^ 

Its Alter Ego, when 
Vibrating come from the Unknown 

New messages to men. 

My wizard of your race's youth 
Was doctor, saint and seer — 

The lonely sentinel of Truth, 
Religion's pioneer. 

I sway the humblest of your race 
With wine and the poppy's steam ; 

And eke the highest with the grace 
OT Pantheistic dream. 

My white magicians ope the skies, 
My black the vortex plumb ; 

Yea, both have warrant in my eyes, 
And from my kingdom come : 

For small in curved immensity 

The dimly pencilled arc 
Of good or bad, subtended by 

Your chord of Light or Dark. 

1 plant the furrows of the brain 
With here and there a seed 

Immune to Reason's sun or rain, 
To spring, when there is need. 



Hermes 33 

To mystical fruit and radiant flowers, 

Vision and prescience 
Of neighbourhood with Higher Powers 

Than walk the ways of sense. 

For he who chants my sacred hymn 

On the lit horizon sees 
Mantegnas of the gloaming limn 

The spirits of the trees : 

And my eyelid-unguents dissipate 

The darkness that denies 
Cathedrals and palaces that wait 

The fully-opened eyes: 

Eyes that rebuild the Circling Whole 

From meanest arc, and And 
Coronal glories of the soul 

In eclipses of the mind : 

And he who boards my lithe canoe 

And paddles away with me 
Shall land anon on Mount Meru 

And all the Devas see. 
« « « « 

Although each startled Nature-god 

'Fore Science disappears 
To rule some hinterland untrod 

By sceptic pioneers, 
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And though the reign of Jove is o'er, 

My dynasties control 
With drowsing wand and subtler lore, 

VlTiile men need gods, the soul. 

All the Dominions that remain, 

The Mothers, the Desires, 
The Sirens, yea, the Wisdoms Twain, 

And Vulcan of the fires, 

Control their subjects here below, 

By messages I bear 
Through secret avenues I know 

In every worshipper. 

Omniscient Mnemosyne 

Divides her treasure-cJiest, 
Remembered things with History, 

With Hermes, all the rest 

For man has myriad memories 
In long-lost chambers stored, 

That open but with Hermes* keys 
And close at Hermes* word : 

To every man, out of the deep 
His dim descendants climb : 

In every man, his fathers sleep, 
Back to the birth of Time. 
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And every wonder that you see 

Emerge from the Beyond, 
Is a disenchanted memory, 

Evoked by Hermes* wand. 

Abstracted sage, somnambulist, 

The wistful and the fey, 
At the stiles of Hermes keep their tryst 

Or walk his silent way. 

Whene'er obscure psychopathies 

Hysterically come. 
Disrupting dogmas of disease, 

And striking Science dumb : 

When swift " Conversion's " prayers derange 

The discipline of vice, 
Or Self-suggestion's lightnings change 

Life's habits in a trice : 

Whene'er distraught emotion seems 

Captured by crews unknown. 
And intellect or conscience teems 

With maxims not your own : 

Whene'er a table speaks, or thrill 

Uncanny warns, or sway 
Hypnotic multiplies the will, 

My weird wand waves to-day. 
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For the magical caduceus, 
Suggestion-winged, is mine; 

Insanity and genius 
About its rod entwine: 

Its loosened feathers float to all 
Down from the poppied wings, 

And inspiration where they fall 
Miraculously springs. 

Ubiquitous, the feather- forms 

Your indecision mould, 
As a fear that cools, a hope that warms, 

A glory for the bold : 

A hero's will, a statesman's plan, 

The memory of a wrong, 
The call of gold, the cause of man, 

The stanzas of a song : 

They crowd the glades of mystery 
And from its welkin shine — 

The Burning Bush, Dodona's tree, 
The Cross of Constantine : 

The hind that led Oisin " away," 

The "Luck" of Edenhall, 
The star that rules your natal day. 

The Light that shone on Saul : 
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The symbol of the alchemist, 

The Gnostic amulet, 
The fairy cavalcades that tryst 

In moonlit Erin yet. 

White Mercy's manuscript I soil, 

Here, with a shibboleth : 
There, I lurk in a sacred oil, 

The Psychopomp of Death. 

I make the dead appear to speak, 

By the building of a wraith : 
I make the starkest nations meek 

By witcheries of faith. 

When false ideals rule a race, 

Or, masked in Virtue's name, 
Darken its honour with disgrace 

And its higher nature shame, 

I tamper with its unity, 

Breed factions, discontents, 
Until it ceases to be free, 

Or with chastened heart repents. 
* * * « 
So with schism or with sorcery 

Since history began 
I have split the personality 

Of nation and of man. 
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ATHENA. 

I bring all problems to the light 

The sacred and profane : 
No wind-winged lie conceals its flighty 

Nor midget truth is slsiin. 

Profound conceptions grey with age, 

Beliefs immune from doubt 
In passionless repose I gauge, 

Patch up, confirm, cast out. 

Poetic dream, religion vain, 

Rhetorical excess, 
'Fore my tribunal I arraign 

With blue-eyed deadliness. 

And structures, with embrasured Fears, 

Too huge for outer thrust. 
My patient termite pioneers 

Shall analyse to dust. 

The truth my worshippers record 

For its pure sake alone : 
Who gazes on me for reward 

Falls, a brainless stone. 

You may build a god from thought or stone. 
From words your sires have said, 

From fears or powers your sires have known 
Or books that they have read : 
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All life may recognise his sway, 

Creation seem his Word : 
If he is an idol, he fades away 

When hoots Athena's bird. 

You may by passion, pride, or zeal, 
For the sake of a beautiful lie, 

My stern criteria repeal, 
While dull Time trudges by : 

You may build the lie in law, in rite. 

In custom, blood and brain, 
The time shall come, when in her might 

Athena returns again : 

Returns, and relentless batters the He, 
The pride and the passion, though 

The law, the rite, the custom die. 
And the race fall with the blow. 

Yea, when I seemed myself a lie. 

My temples down I tore, 
Commanded ages let me die. 

And men forbade adore. 

Great lovers press their lofty suits 

In every age on me ; 
All earth rejoices in the fruits 

Of our cold fertility ; 
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The lawless lightning they control 

And the winds' way detect, 
They track the haunts of mind and soul. 

And the dreams of Love dissect : 

They watch the blood-drop's darting sprites, 
Or, in stellar artery, 
, The universe's phagocytes 
Ranging the Void, for me : 

They rouse the atoms from their sleep. 
And coax them till they give 

The secrets of the pulsing deep 
Where the ion Mothers live : 

Down, down, their chartless way they win. 

Uncovering for all 
The fathomless abysses in 

The in£Lnitely small. 

When man took courage to discard 
The futile lessons set 
* From obsolete Tradition's shard 
And dogma's alphabet : 

Evolution's veil they raised, 
And schoolday codes withdrew. 

And showed the stolid old, amazed. 
The Wisdom of the new. 



I8i8 41 

Tho' sage Illusions beckon hence 

To systems more complete, 
On autochthonic Common Sense 

Rig^d I plant my feet. 

While Space conceals a coign unknown, 

While riots fear, disease, 
Athena's priesthood shall intone 

Her limpid litanies. 

« « * « 

Yet I but rule while I obey» 
For Thought my region wide, 

Is a dim atoll, wet with the spray 
Of a lapping Higher Tide. 

?Yea, I am Wisdom, for I see 

In life, death, heaven, earth. 
The Unknowable, the Mystery, 

The Brain that gave me birth. 
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I was and am and aye shall be : 
Space is my starry robe : 

But Science ne'er my face shall see. 
Nor my arcana probe. 
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The topmost smoke of Reason feels 

The suction of my flames : 
And universal Spirit wheels 

Around me, Name of Names ! 

The Name of Names, the Gnostic Queen, 
Who gave the cosmos birth, 

And spread the blue pavilion 'tween 
The heavens and the earth ! 

Or there, above the moon I stand, 

In the star-shine dressed. 
The Mother of the Future, and 

My Baby at my breast ! 

My limpid-eyed hierophants 
Walk every time and place 

To satisfy the psychic wants 
Of all the human race. 

Prophetic sage, clairvoyant nun, 

Seeress oracular, 
Artist and poet, every one. 

In the band of Isis are. 

For each for ever I have planned 
Visions that suit his ken — 

Rewards and gods for children, and 
The Good and God for men. 
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My message thro' the ether rolls : 

My harp is Mystery : 
My Sacred Book's papyrus scrolls 

Are continent and sea. 

I woo the soul a million ways ; 

I lurk in tale and song, 
In every voice of earth that sways 

The heart from thought of wrong. 

In occult book, in homely trope, 
In the mystic birth of Spring, 

In soaring Faith, in Guardian Hope, 
Is a glint of Isis* wing : 

A glimpse of Isis' high abode 

And the call of Isis' voice 
To walk the white ascetic road, 

A soldier of her choice : 

For cloistered modern and antique, 

Hermetic East and West, 
With fast and prayer, sublime yet meek, 

Pursue the Higher Quest : 

Unselfish they assume the load 

Dropt by their tepid kin : 
Yea, pay in woe the forfeit owed 

By universal sin : 



44 Dominions of the Boundary 

And thus, my chosen daily yield 
Life's whole delight for me, 

And sow with love the fallow field 
Of all hiunanity. 

Triune, I send my edicts forth 

As eerie Lunar Queen, 
Mysterious goddess of the Earth, 

And Lady o'er what has been ; 

I paint the wavering screen of night 

With abnormalities : 
I soothe with phosphorescent light 

Disordered mental seas; 

On every Art I throne a Grace, 

A Ker in every clod : 
I seize the wonder of a race 

And change it to a god : 

In Orphic rite, in midnight flames, 
In dervish howl or mirth, 

From pole to pole, in myriad names. 
I deify the Earth; 

I glowed from ancient altar-wicks : 

I preach, I sing, I pray 
Through my unconscious heretics 

In every church to-day. 
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And Hope's immortal ibis drinks 

From my impartial Nile, 
With Love the lotus, Fate the sphinx^ 

And Death the crocodile. 
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I am the gift of tongues that flame 

Inspired resolve above : 
I wither the weeds of paltry aim 

That choke the growth of love. 

Though sometimes thro* forbidden gates. 
The drugged and drunken may 

Intrude among initiates 
And misconceive the play, 

No self-indulgence walks my stage ; 

My frenzies make divine: 
My banqueter is saint and sage, 

A eucharist my wine : 

No desecrated home shall be, 

No vice-predestined birth, 
No stews of maudlin gluttony. 

When Bacchus rules the earth. 
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My rage that lit the cold Greek brow 
And burned from Orphic lyre, 

Flames down the years to Tolstoi now 
And back to Celtic fire. 

I glowed in Hermit Peter's words, 

Savonarola's grim, 
St Francis understood the birds 

Because I cherished him. 

I am the surging Energy 
No wintry Law can tame : 

Nay, the god that overpowers me 
Is Bacchus save in name. 

'Tis not alone on Naxian sod 

Or mythic welkin, where 
Pale Ariadne meets her god, 

And Bacchus gladdens her. 

I shine as bright from Nietzsche's eyes 

And grave Salvationist's, 
As once in Soma sacrifice 

Or through Thessalian mists. 

And equally to fast and feast 

I give my benison — 
Now, Father Mathew is my priest, 

And now Anacreon. 
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'Tis not enough that you avow 

Allegiance at my gates ; 
Many who bear the wattle-bough 

Are not initiates : 

Nor all the revellers, though dear, 
Who beat my doors with prayers. 

But sing so sweet they cannot hear 
The poor who knock at theirs : 

For " Truth for Truth " and " Art for Art " 
And Song for the sake of Song, 

Must wait the turn of the breaking heart, 
Till Bacchus purges Wrong. 

All that in Love ye cannot buy, 

In genius baffling prayer, 
In Art beyond the measuring eye, 

Is immanent Bacchus there. 

But fearful are my Mystae when, 
'"To Bacchanalian hymn, 

They wrench the brute from the souls of 
men 
And tear it limb from limb : 

The old gods shuddered ; for they saw 

Their altar flames expire 
Before the breath of a Higher Law 

That crucifies Desire : 
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The old priests paled ; till some more wise 

Built fanes where'er I trod, 
Carried my throne to Olympian skies, 

And named me the Son of God 
« « « « 

Lo, there! my glorious devotees, 

Bacchantes, Maenads, who, 
Hierophants in mysteries 

Eternal, dare pursue 

The abnegation-path with me, 

And to my vineyard go, 
With dithyrambs of Liberty 

And rapturous " Evoe !" 

O come, Australians, maid and youth. 

Enlist in our crusade I 
From wan Gomorrahs of untruth 

Flock to the Bacchic glade ! 

Away, away from antique wraiths 

And clammy deities ! 
On ! on ! to transcendental faiths 

And Young Democracies ! 

We shall climb o'er Mount Impossible 

For Bacchus leads the way : 
Shall quench with Love the fires of hell. 

And flood its night with day : 
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Shall raze the walls of Babylon, 

And build, yea, in a night, 
Man's New Jerusalems upon 

Love, Liberty and Light! 

Away with Mammon and his woe. 

Nor his Holy Places spare : 
Bacchantes, Maenads, at them ! lo, 

His bale-eyed stranglers, there! 

Come, leave his city for the wood, 

His marble halls for hut. 
And bring into our brotherhood 

The outcast and the " butt " ! 

Come, spirit from the human sky 

Those cloudy elves of pain. 
And sing into the leaden eye 

The human light again ! 

Extirpate from your virgin soil 

Exotic hate and wrong : 
And thrill the torpid nerves of toil 

With vision and with song : 

And fling far all that stunt or blast, 

And with Bacchantic brawn 
Grapple and wrestle the arrogant Past, 

All night, until the Dawn ! 
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List ! the vanguard Orphics sing ! 

And as their great chords sob, 
To life the stone, the ocean, spring ; 

The sun, the ranges, throb : 

The quivering curtains of the air 
Sway, part, and show at last 

The Spaceless Temple's Radiance where 
No Present is, nor Past : 

And we become the stone, the sea. 

And you the hill, the sun, 
And we are you, and you are we, 

And all are All — and One. 

And then you know that here below 

All men so twine with you, 
That he who strikes receives the blow 

Upon his own face too ! 

That one man's sin is all men's sin, 

That love in one saves all : 
That each and all one heaven win, 

Or to one oblivion fall ! 
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History 



CHAOTIC annals feel my breath, 
Creative, warm their clay; 
I read from hieroglyphic Death 
The text you need to-day. 

In quarry-holes of Greece and Rome, 

I hammer crystalled creeds 
And archetypal fossils from 

The lava-jetted " leads." 

In wastes whose wayward glimmers miss 

The threshold of the eyes, 
My spectroscopic synthesis 

Bids realms unknown arise. 

On Enna's mead my lenses rude 
From withered daisies glean 

How Carthaginian Pluto wooed 
Hellenic Proserpine. 
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The walls of Distance I can raze, 
The feuds of race o'erset, 

With prattle of your baby days 
In exile spoken yet. 

I lure with sunlit guess and hint 
From crannied time and place 

The negatives through which I print 
The Genesis of race. 

My Clian breezes playing by 
Wrecked arch and monolith, 

iEoIian oracles supply 
That ravel tale and myth. 

I rummage plays and chapbooks for 

The manners of a time, 
And on its darker shadows pore 

In chronicles of crime. 

In every theologic shard 
(My microscopes declare) 

Wherever graved, however marred, 
The Hand of God is there. 
* « « # 

I yoke the Thalian arts to use : 
From climate argue worth ; 

From blemish on the sun deduce 
A period of dearth ; 
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On sister-beds of iron, coal, 

Build Empires of the Main ; 
And dominance of body, soul, 

By latitude explain. 

* * * « 

From all your Time-barque's mystic crew 

Their poignancies I draw : 
Of all their functions glean for you 

The biologic law : 

How wind-blown raiders silent grow 

To rich prey's shapeliness, 
(As parasitic "fig* '-trees slow 

The palm or gum obsess) ; 

How here in fastness, there in slums. 

Survive the races faint ; 
How a ruder age's strength becomes 

A finer's felon taint ; 

How Nemesis on tyrannies 

Dews her corrosive rust. 
Or waits relentless centuries 

Until her scales adjust ; 

How legends winged with love or hate, 
From pods obscure uncurled, 

Are lifted by the wind of Fate 
And planted o'er the world ; 
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How selfless acts are madmen's dreams 
To those who feel the blows ; 

How patriots' astuteness seems 
Obliquity in foes ; 

How modem Endors reappear 
With Samuels modems seek ; 

How atavistic Gnostics here 
Talk theosophic Greek ; 

How prophets on the tower of Tmth 
With myriad tongues confound ; 

How, still, ascetic lonely Youth 
Sees visions with Mahound ; 

How Europe, brand-new truth to win, 
'Neath Eastern temples cast, 

Discovers new evangels in 
The pupae of her past. 

* * # « 

At times I wield the drama's power ; 

I plunge you in the past ; 
You see your own young errors tower 

O'er ruined cities vast ; 

You find in ancient charnel-rooms 
Your baby crimes full-grown ; 

You hear, perchance, in older dooms 
A presage of your own ; 



History 55 

You see the awful vials pour 

That rouse you at your feast, 
And, trembling, feel your foreheads for 

The signet of the Beast ; 

Till you, at Death's reproof aghast, 

To God return, and live — 
For, lo ! like rainbow o'er the Past 

His promise: "I forgive!" 
« * # # 

Before I speak I send my seers 

To chart minute the scene, 
The chroniclers of days and years, 

Tempestuous, serene : 

They fill me from the masses' dens. 

From caves of coteries. 
Museums with the specimens 

My science classifies ; 

They scour the jungle, watch the mote, 

The sacred landscapes scan. 
All sea-paths map, all passions note, 

For monographs on man. 

I gauge in voltage absolute 

Their great events and small ; 
Regrade, degrade, reconstitute 

World-empire, noble, thrall. 
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Amanuensis-annal ist, 

Yea, poet and his theme, 
Are but the brook and cradle-mist 

Of my Gangetic stream ; 

They are the birds who daily rove 

To save your daily crumbs ; 
I move but when the aeons move, 

Come as the Phoenix comes. 

The cyclic vision, story, song, 
They sing, they tell, they see ; 

I am the Homer of their throng — 
Am Epic History. 

* * * * 

And if prevailing hues of woe 

Oppress mine atmosphere, 
I have heard, mayhap, from Those Who 
Know, 

*• Men are but Pilgrims here !" 
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An Order for a Song 

You know not, lady, what you will, 
Or what an eerie throng 
I have to summon to fulfil 
Your order for a song. 

They heard you in the outer waste, 
And, throbbing with desire 

To press their claims on me, they haste 
In coracles of fire. 

You do not know their ardent pleas. 

These strange poetic norms, 
To leave their filmy destinies 

And incarnate in forms. 

We judge our human realm so small 
We cannot dream how they 

Compete like tigers for the call 
That mingles them with clay — 
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Their ichor with our clay — ^but thus 

Secures their right to plod 
The human thoroughfare with us 

Across the range to God. 

They've waited through the ages, some, 
They've knocked at every door 

The bards have shown, but deaf or dumb 
Have all men seemed before. 

And some had been half -heard, but yearn 

In riper ears to say 
What seers were then too young to learn. 

Or too alarmed to weigh. 

For primal things were often born 

For primal men in vain. 
Through youthful Wisdom's easy scorn 

Of oracles too plain. 

And some, our lavish looms of mind 

Create and lose to-day. 
Are thronging round our stage to find 

Admission to the play. 

And all the dreams you yearn to sing. 

But somehow fail to voice, 
Leave you anon and to me spring 

To influence my choice: 
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So norms from yon and norms from me 

Their wedding rites rehearse, 
And lead their chfldren silently 

To cradle in a verse. 

Around the door of mind they veer, 

Its threshold 'neath, above ; 
And there are misty wraiths of Fear. 

And golden clouds of Love. 

For Poets (that all strive to be 

Who view the Vision Real) 
Are but the doors ajar they see 

Through which they yearn to steal. 

The worlds they live in have, like ours, 

Their life and land and sea. 
Imagination's blue-rimmed towers, ' 

And vales of reverie ; 

Germ-thoughts in races group themselves, 

On dim migrations go ; 
Faint fairy duties war with elves 

Of sin in embryo ; 

There are the quarries where we grave 

The sculptures of Desire : 
The fountains where our spirits lave 

When Prescience seems to tire: 
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And there the markets whence are brought 

In veils of Innocence, 
For green seraglios of Thought, 

The Bayaderes of Sense : 

There, each thing flows to All-Thing-Sea : 
In each do all things range: 

And the sempiternal porphyry 
Is an Amazon of change. 

# # •N- # 

So, while your order flutters to 

My chambers of the mind, 
These things that are to be throng through^ 

Their human robes to find. 

They clamour favour as I think, 
They walk the fields with me, 

They loiter where I eat and drink, 
They lurk in flower and tree. 

They bribe the wayside grassy blades 

Their wishes to suggest ; 
I note their tiny ambuscades 

In smile, in heaving breast 

Yea, some employ such subtle wiles 

To prove to me their worth, 
They launch my boat on eerie Nilcs 

And row me from the earth : 
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Till larger continents we find, 

And stars that woo me bum 
Above their land of "Absent Mind," 

By the world of " No-Return " : 

Till we alone are real, and all 

The stormy facts of day 
Into Illusion's chasm fall, 

A rainbow o'er its spray : 

Till so my magic boatmen purge 

The cloudy eyes of Thought, 
(Tis here, they say, with God we merge) 

That Earth Becomes as nought ; 

But then, with instantaneous skill, 
Down earth-ward currents strong 

They row me, lady, to fulfil 
Your order for a song. 
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Mystery 



PRESENTIMENT and omen fly 
In coveys thro' the door 
Of the omnipresent Mystery 
Our sciences ignore. 

w 

A fever of the soundest blood, 

A too rebellious pain, 
Will with her flickering cities stud 

Our common sense's plain. 

Too little acid or too much 
In their crucibles of thought, 

Compels agnostic Solons clutch 
At the reeds of faith distraught. 

An over-ozoned atmosphere, 

An age of heavy days. 
Can bid a stolid race revere 

The cult it held a craze. 
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For who may combat Mystery 

With intellect or will 
When visible demons from the sky 

Destruction's vials spill ? 

We scoff at laws that younger seers 
Deemed Nature's finger-posts; 

As " superstition " group their fears, 
Their totems, and their ghosts: 

But when a social peril's nigh 

Or racial axles drag, 
We yearn to live and swear to die 

For the totem of a flag. 

We smile when Austral troglodyte, 

Adorned with ochre stain 
And blood-glued down, by wizard rite 

Precipitates the rain : 

Yet we, when emptied granaries 

For drought-stopped tributes yearn, 

"Humiliation days" devise, 
And from smiling Science turn. 

Surrounding signs that should appal, 

Self-satisfaction shuns 
By muring in asylums all 

The fearful-sighted ones : 
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Yet once, abroad, uncouth of tongue, 
They read those signs so clear 

That listening conscience grateful clung 
To the guiding ropes of Fear: 

For they, untrained, can also see 

Above our passing shows 
The dramas of Reality 

That genius sees, but knows. 

Our sun-god now is Science, and 

Our earth-gods "Force" and "Life": 

The Pisgah of our Promised Land 
Is " Victory in Strife" 

But in the temples of our gods, 

Though limpid be their air, 
From roof -tree to foundation sods, 

Dim Mystery is there ; 

Sardonic Science scarcely slew 

Predestination's " lie," 
When idiot Nature pregnant grew 

And whelped heredity : 

We find in garden aphis born 

Without a sire's embrace. 
The virgin birth that wakens scorn 

In perfect woman's case : 



Mystery 65 

From lube of Crooke, thro' rock careers 

Cathode's illuming breath ; 
May ghost pulsate no word that cheers 

From vacuums of Death ? 

When weeds to flowers we change to-day 

And to sugar rags refine, 
May God not make a man from clay, 

And water turn to wine? 

We scaffold hyperbolic Space 

With lines, but wearied own 
Its asymptote finds resting-place 

In the lap of God alone ! 

Inspired hypotheses that make 

All mysteries absurd, 
Compelling eye-sure faith to shake 

At their dogmatic word. 

Themselves, as Ganges leaps from cloud 

Into sepulchral sea. 
Begin and end in veiling shroud 

And gulf of Mystery. 

« # « « 
Yea, the eyes of Faith, unblurred like ours 

By veils of Order, see 
That noonday Science shimmering flowers 

In Mirage or — Mystery! 
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64 pp. One Shilling, Postage Id. 
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REVIEWS- 

"The best book of Tenes yet prodnoed in Auatiiilia." — 
T. G. TucKBR, Libt. D., Professor of Classical Literatnie, 
Melbourne Univerditj. 

'*The pathos of the proletariat has nerer found a more 
pitiful, a more forcible exponent." — A. Gr. Stephens, in 
SteiU Rudd's Magaxine. 

"His thouofht is close pressed, woven into the very 
structure of the lines, and his feeling is burning hot." — 
Sydney Daily ielegraph. 

"His utterance has an oriarinality which makes the 
most hackneyed measure seem like a new p<)etic form; and 
his profound sircenty, the fervour of his belief m the 
capacities of humanity, the intensity of his wrath and of 
his pity — ^these thing^s emphatically set him with those 
who, in hid own words. 

Are cleansing for the Harmonist 
The City of His Dream." 

— ^Waltbb Murdoch (lecturer in Englifh in the 
Meib. University), in the Melb. Argus, 

"A memorable and enduring contribution to the liter- 
ature of Austral! i and of social effort." — BulUtin, Sydney. 

"The thorn-crowned laureate of <he new democracy 

Here is no venal mud tmffic of the bookstnlls. He is the 
Jeromiah of the Commonwealth ; he has seen his vision of 
the Legions of the Lost; he has soun<led the depths of the 

Infernos back of civilizition " — Miss Jsssib Macxat in 

Oiago Witmss, New Zealand. 

T. C. LOTHIAN, 226 Little Collins Street, Melbourne. 
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RBVIBWS— 
"Beaches a level of poetical exaltation seldom attained 
by the siui^rs of the Commonwealth/'— 5co/sifui». 

"Bat the most arresting work of the yoang^r generation 
is that of Mr. Beinaid O'Do^d. Here we have a poet who 
mesins intensely what he says. Using almost exdnsively 
a tersely-moulded f^nr line stanza., he makes of this an 
instrument of contained bat bnminsr emotion. Acutely, 
and eTen bitteily, oonsci^as of the oankeis and monstroas 
over-growtlis of latter-day ''civi'isaticn/' lie atters the cry 
of his wounded, bat passionate, faith — 

That man is God, however low — 
Is man, however high. 

. . . the idealism which he shares with Jfr. Quinn 
and Mr. FarreU .... is proof that the ancient 
instinct of oar race for poetry liyes and is strong be v ond 
tht) seas, a precious leaven of empire. We welcome what 
these poets send us, an angrary cf greater thin^^s to come."— 
The Times (London) in review on Australian Poets indad- 
ing "The SUent Land" and '*DawnwardP" 

" . . displays the same earnestness of motive, the 
same depth of philosophy and the same poetic instinct 
which characterised 'DawnwaidP', the earlier book, which 
gave him a place among the notables of Aastralian liter- 
atare.*' — Age, Melboome. 

" *The Silent Land' seems to me to mark a clear ad- 
vance on thn writer's previous work .... a. sir cere 
and spiritual min<led man, who stands alone among Aus- 
tralian poets by reason of the depth and aerioasness of his 
message t<> his contemporaries."-— " Else vir" mA»gus, Melb. 

T. C. LOTHIAN, 226 UtUs CoUins Strsst, Melboums, 
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The Publisher has pleasure in advising 
flie publication next May of a 

VOLUME OF SONNETS 
by Bernard O'Dowd. entitled : 

The Seven 

Deadly Sins 

<A 80NNBT SERIES) together with other Sonnets. 56 pp. 

The Price of this Book will be HaH-a- 
Crown to Subscribers registering their 
Order with the publisher before publi- 
cation. After publication the Price will 
be 3s. 6d. 
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A QUARTERLY MAGAZINE 

<«X"E HEART OF THE ROSE" will deal 
with thr afiFairs of U< ayen, and Hell, and 
Purgatory, and Faeryland. It will appeal to 
those who hare can&rht a glimpse of the joyous- 
ness of Heayen, the loneliness of Ueil, the 
horror of Purgatory, or the Wisdom of Faery- 
land — and to no others. 



The first issue will appear on 9th December, 1007. It will 
consist of 600 numbered copies, of which 42L will be offei-ed 
for sale at One Shilling each. These will be allotted in the 
order of application. Bequests for copies, accompanied by 
remittance, should be sent direct to the PubUsber, 

T. C. LOTHIAN, 

226 Little Collins Street, Melbourne. 

Subscription to "The Heart of the Rose" 6/- per year 
jwst free. 
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...SOUTH... 

By SYDNEY JBPHCOTT 
For Publication by Subscription. 

MARAMA 

AND OTHER VERSES 

(Being the Collected Verses of ARTHUR H. ADAMS) 

In Fits Voluuss 



This edition is limited to 200 signed and numbered 
copies, daintily produced on Antique paper— will be sold 
only to Subscribers, and only in the Set of Five Volumes. 
Ftice je2 28. the set. 

MABAMA. will comprise selected work from Maoriland 
snd OthiT V$rses, the edition of which is nearly exhausted. 
The NaiariHi (now out of print), and London Str$eU, together 
with much hitherto uncollected and unpublished verse. 

Subscribers should send their names (unaccompanied 
by Money) to 

THOMAS C. LOTHIAN, 

226 LITTLB COLLINS 8TRBBT. M]BLBOURNB. 
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